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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
My first attempt at Slash. Total fiction 


Location: A hotel room in some random town. There's a small worn beige couch in one corner, a dresser, a 
king-size bed with a drab brown bedspread, and a window with matching drab curtains. The only thing with 
color is a cheap painting on the wall that looks like a person on acid did it in the 10's. 


We're on tour. I've showered and put on a clean pair of board shorts. My hair is still damp. 


While he's showering, | quickly pull a handful of candles out of my backpack, and arrange them - a couple on 
the dresser, and one on each of the nightstands by the bed. My hand shakes as | light them. 


| don't know why l'm nervous. We've known each other for what feels like forever, and he's my best friend. He 


knows me better than | probably know myself. Yet, I'm still nervous. 


Maybe its because we've only recently declared our feelings for each other, feelings that everyone around us 


picked up on but us. 


| hear the water stop and know | only have a small amount of time left. | grab my phone and hook the tiny 
speakers to it. | place it on the dresser with the candles, the perfect song is queued up to play. 


The bathroom latch clicks and | press the button on my phone. The guitar intro begins to play. 
| sit on the bed and rub my sweaty palms on the legs of my shorts. 
He steps out, wearing nothing but a towel. His hair is also wet. 

The singing begins. "You say you want, diamonds on a ring of gold.” 
He grins and walks toward me. 

| stand up and grin nervously. 

He smiles and looks into my eyes. 

All of my nervousness suddenly melts away. 

"You say you want, your story to remain untold.” 

His hands go to either side of my face. 

"| love you, T", he whispers. 

"| love you too, D" 

He learns in to kiss me. 

| am awakened by the annoying ringing of the hotel phone. 

| open my eyes and see - an empty bed. 

Another dream about him. 


Fuck. 


